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said. "There is revolution in Germany. And look at the
child—she is worn out/'
Sophie's eyes were narrowed by her indignation. " The
child!*'1 she exclaimed. "Why must you take her side
against your own family? Because you are a man, I suppose.
All men are fools and gluttons with her." Her neck was
thrust forward, the veins distended by passion, and her
fingers were plucking at her black dress. "Or are you so
old and blind/' she cried with little clusters of bubbles
forming at the corners of her lips and her voice rising at
each word, "that you don't know what she is and has
t	"
been	
The Baron strode at her with both hands uplifted. She
withered like a stiff tree touched by lightning.
"Go from the room!" he cried. "Go!" And when she
had gone, he said to the others: "There will be no more
of this, you understand? Why must you hate her so? She
has done you no injury."
"They hate her," the Baroness said to him privately
that night, "because they hate me." She wished to be
assured by his reply that Sophie's words had been for
him no more than a raving, that suspicion of Julie's
fidelity to her husband had not been aroused in his mind.
He shuffled out of his slippers and climbed into his bed.
"You women must learn to live in peace," he answered
and thrust his face into his pillow.
She was long awake, considering wearily the battle she
must fight. Hearing her husband stir, she asked if he were
awake.
"Yes," he said. "That affair goes on in my head.
Women's voices should be quiet always. They become
devilish when they are raised."
"Sophie was beside herself. You must not blame her
too harshly."
He chuckled. "It's not often you plead for Sophie, my
dear."
"But this is serious."
"Serious?" he echoed. "I know . . . but in what way
particularly?"

